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THE MONARCH IN THE TOWER
The time fixed for the audience the Maharaja had
granted me was approaching. I had fancied that
our divagations in the castle labyrinth had been
purposeless, our guide's caprice. Now I knew bet-
ter. Unawares, we had been shepherded back into
the heart of the palace.
I recognized the little courtyard whence we had
set out; then, from the summit of a spiral staircase,
my eyes fell on a larger courtyard. All the rooms
through which I had been wandering for an hour
or more had been untenanted, the terraces deserted ;
now the dozen persons before my eyes impressed me
as a crowd. Near the portal some partially ac-
coutred guardsmen were crouching in a patch of
shadow, an alcove in the wall, where they had piled
their rifles and lances.
When I had first arrived two young men, obvi-
ously villagers, had been crossing the tessellated
pavement in the courtyard, the walls of which were
also in mosaic, inset with tiny blue and green tiles
forming a peacock pattern. Each of the two men
carried an enormous circular platter, the contents
of which were hidden under a veil. A group of
officers and equerries were lounging under the por-
tico of a small room at the far end of the courtyard,
and the two villagers showed them what they had
brought. Neatly set out on the huge disks were
little heaps of meat, of cooked grain, and of cakes;
in the centre stood a tiny pyramid of silver rupees.
These were the offerings that, on getting married,
every villager, as in duty bound, must lay before his
rajah.
As a matter of fact it is unlikely that the Maharaja
ever sets eyes on these gifts. The Brahmins take the